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* I am sure,' continued the artist, whom I always knew
to be the greatest coward of the set; * I am sure I never
thought it would come to this.    I thought it was only a fro-
lic.    I have got led on I am sure I do not know how.   But
you have such a way.   What will our fathers think ?   Rob-
bers !   How horrible !   And then suppose we are shot!    0
Lord! what will our mothers say !    And after all we are
only a parcel of boys, and did it out of fun.   Oh ! what shall
I do ?'

The grave looks with which this comic ebullition was re-
ceived, proved that the sentiments, however undignified in
their delivery, were congenial to the band. The orator was
emboldened by not being laughed at for the first time in his
life, and proceeded:

' I am sure I think we had better give ourselves up, and
then our families might get us through; we can tell the
truth; we can say we only did it for fun, and can give up
the money, and as much more as they like. I do not think
they would hang us. Do you ? Oh !'

'The devil take the hindmost,' said the young Count
Bornholm, rising, ' I am off. It will go bard if they arrest
me, because I am out sporting with my gun, and if they do
I will give them my name and then I should like to see them
stop me/

1 That will be best/ all eagerly exclaimed and i*ose. * Let
us all disperse, each alone with his gun.'

4 Let us put out the fire/ said the cook ; * they may see
the light.'

' What, without windows ?' said Bornholm.

* Oh ! these police see everything.  What shall I do with
the kettles ? We shall all get detected.   To think it should
come to this!    Shot, perhaps hung!    Oh !*

* Throw everything down the well/ said Pahlen; * money
and all.'

Now I knew it was over.    I had waited to hear Pahlen's